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Body 


0 Tannenbaum, Where Art Thou? 


Jimmy, Robert and company try to find the Christmas spirit - or at least find the Christmas tree they stole from 
their lawyer's office last year... 


"So then my lazy worthless smartass son wants to bring this whore he's seeing home for Christmas, and | 
said no, that dirty little tramp is not setting so much as one foot inside my good clean house, because | know 
for a fact this girl is nothing but a slut, | know ‘cause | know the type, she's just got that slut look that men 
seem to go for, | don't know why, | mean, like this whore yesterday that my worthless damn husband was 
talking to, | mean, he was hitting it up with this little painted bitch, | don't know why he thought no one was 
noticing, | mean, this girl was definitely no better than she had to be, this little painted tramp and there this 
damn worthess idiot is, yakking with her--" The woman speaking to - no, haranguing Maddy Page - was short, 
round and dumpy, with short, stringy blonde hair and huge round glasses, dressed unflatteringly in baggy 
shorts and a stained sweatshirt, droning on and on in a tone that could best be described as a resigned whine. 
"So | just marched myself right up to them and | told Miss Pretty Titties to just back her slutty little self 
right off - in those words, | most certainly did tell her where she could take her slutty little self and | told 


her to just go find herself another man to steal--" 


Maddy nodded absently, all the while wishing her phone would ring. Her verbal assailant had nailed her so 
quickly that she hadn't even gotten a chance to turn on her computer. She herself was short and rather 
rounded, but hoped she wasn't dumpy. She had on a slim, side-slit red skirt that came almost to her ankles 
and a flatteringly snug black cashmere sweater - a gift from her husband. Her necklace and earrings were her 
own creation - faux coral and ivory molded out of the Fimo clay that the local craft stores sold - infinitely 
more earth-friendly than the real thing but hardly less labor-intensive, not after four-plus hours of molding, 
baking, polishing, painting, perfecting and stringing. However, it had been a nice way to spend a rainy Sunday in 
Scotland - and she'd wound up with enough leftover beads for her stepdaughter to have a matching necklace, 
too. With it she still wore a floppy, wide-brimmed fedora and a long - very long - multicolored striped scarf. A 
big Doctor Who fan, she was particularly fond of the "new" Doctor, Tom Baker. 


"Luv?" It was her husband Jimmy, coming to her rescue. He'd poked his head out of the conference room 
adjacent to the suite. "| could use a hand with this overhead thing." It was a lie - the conference room didn't 


have an overhead projector. 
"Okay," Maddy did her best to hide her relief. "| better go help him out." 


"Typical male. Can't do a damn thing on his own without a woman riding herd on him to make sure it actually 
gets done. Just like my damn stupid idiot husband--" The blonde schlubbed out of the office and away, still 


droning on and on. 


After she left, Maddy leaned against Jimmy, wrapping her arms around his waist. "My hero." She tilted her 
head back to look into his dark eyes, as always half-hidden under raven waves. He was dressed rather sedately 
- for him, anyway - in a raspberry-pink velvet jacket with some kind of odd leather braid hanging down his 
back and past his butt, an aqua satin shirt, white jodhpurs and scuffed knee-high brown boots. 


"Glad to help, luv." He kissed the tip of her nose, then looked in the direction the blonde had gone. "Who is she, 
though? She's absolutely toxic. | feel like we should be burning sage or something to clear the air.” He idly 


twined a heavy shock of her dark curls around his hand - once, twice, three times and half of four before he 
was stopped by her hat. 


"She works downstairs, | think. At that credit union thingy. Her name is Prue something or other. And | know | 
shouldn't say this, but | don't blame her husband for wanting to look at something a little more - well, kempt 
At least someone who looks like she actually bathes regularly." She looked slightly guilty. 


"Why shouldn't you say it? Its true. Not to mention the fact that if she acts like that around him--" He shook 
his head. "Not good" He looked at her adoringly. She was so bloody cute in that ludicrous getup--- 


"Toilets! Toilets! Toilets for Robert!" Robert Plant charged through the office, a desperate man on a desperate 
mission. "Toilets!" 


‘Okay, just a little more information than necessary--" Maddy reluctantly disentangled herself from Jimmy's 
embrace and went to finally switch on her computer. 


‘Ive got a tape | want you to listen to, luv." Jimmy headed into his office. "It's a band called The Pretty Things. 
I'm thinking we should sign them." 


"Are we going to go with Bad Company?" 


"Definitely. There's also this other band called Detective, | believe--" Jimmy's voice sounded like it was coming 


from a desk drawer, which it probably was. "They sound really good, too.” 


‘| met them. The singer, anyway. Michael something French." She hung her long oatmeal-tweed wool coat on the 
back of her chair, then started to rummage through her purse for the desk key. 


"| don't think his last name's French, luv. | think it's Des Barres." 
"That's what | meant. It's French." 
"Oh. | thought you said his last name was French." 


"| did What did you think Des Barres is? Irish?" 


"Wait. | thought you said his last name was French as in French. Not French as in - you know, French" Jimmy 
looked around the door. 


"I knew it wasn't French, it was - well, French--" Maddy looked at him. "I -- never mind." 


"Third base," Jimmy smirked. 


"Third? Since when do you need three bass players?" She tried to arch an eyebrow at him, with no success. 
For her, it was both or nothing. 


"We don't have three. He just plays three at once." 

"Three at once? How many arms does he have, then?" 

"He's the reincarnation of Shiva, luv." 

"Ah." She nodded. "Now it makes sense.” Their surrealist banter was a kind of love play. 
"Anyway, | think this is the tape." He handed her a box. 

"The Pretty Things?" 

"Yeah." He smiled. "However, none of them are anywhere close to as pretty as you." 


"Jimmy---" Caught off guard, she hesitated, then blushed. "Will you stop?" She looked away, then back at him 
through her heavy eyelashes, smiling shyly. "I might start to believe you." 


Jimmy leaned over the low wall to kiss her nose. "I love you, hummingbird" He cupped a hand to her cheek, 
gazing into her eyes. She looked away a bit, closing her eyes shyly, and he lifted her chin to kiss her again, this 


time on the mouth. 


"Hey Mad, do we have a key to the men's room?" Robert poked his head around the door, a rather hangdog 


expression on his face. 


"Uh -- | --- don't think so---" Maddy tried to make a quick recovery, hurriedly trying to open a desk drawer 
but realizing it was still locked. Somewhat flustered, she fumbled for the key. 


"What do you need a bloody key for?" Jimmy looked at him in annoyance. "Is it locked?" 


"No, | want to shove it up my ass. Of course it's bloody well locked! What else would | need a bloody key for, 
you idiot?" Robert shook his blonde mane back, glaring at the guitarist. 


Jimmy flipped him the old reverse peace sign. 


"Boh-weezeees" Maddy's American Southern accent lent the word a syllable it normally didn't possess. She 
tossed a formidable-looking ring of keys to Robert. "See if one of those will do it. If not, use the ladies." 


"You sure?" He looked dubious. 


"Just go for it. Nobody's going to know as long as you put the seat back down" She smiled. "Who knows? You 
might just give some poor girl the thrill of a lifetime." 


"That's exactly what l'm afraid of" He headed back out, hoping against hope that one of the keys on her big 
pink jailer's ring actually was the right one. 


Jimmy smirked. "His continuing mission: to boldly go where no man has gone before." He picked up an odd- 


looking toy from Maddy's desk, aiming it in the general direction Robert had gone. "Exterminatel” 
‘Jimmy, that's a Sontarian, not a Dalek--" She couldn't keep from laughing. 


"Oh -- right" He looked at it. "The Dalek looks like a robot in a dress. The Sontarian is the big baked potato. Got 


it" He reached over, plucked the fedora from her head and put it on his own. 
"Has anyone seen the tree?!" John Paul Jones, aka Jonesy, rushed in looking rather less collected than usual. 
"Tree?" Jimmy looked around. 


"That fake Christmas tree we stole from Ned Lockwood last year. Remember? Do you know what we did with 


it?" 


"You said you were putting it somewhere where we wouldn't forget where it was--" Jimmy frowned, then 


looked at Maddy. "Did that make sense?" 


"Unfortunately, yes. And | haven't seen the tree since you guys grabbed it and went running last Christmas." 
She typed in her Windows password, then frowned at the resulting dialogue box. "Incorrect password my ass-- 


Jonesy looked around as Robert came back in. "Has anybody seen the tree?" 


Robert shook his head. "| haven't seen the tree. And the third key to the left of the whistle opens the men's 
loo." He handed the ring to Maddy. 


"Damn it, I'm just trying to find the tree---" Jonesy hurried out, nearly bumping into the formidable Peter 
Grant. "Sorry, Peter. Where's that confounded tree?!" 


Maddy couldn't resist. "Probably hidden under that confounded bridge you couldn't find, either!" 
Jonesy poked his head back in. "Very fucking funny.” 


"I thought so." Jimmy was trying to arrange the Dalek and Sontarian into an appropriately - or perhaps 


inappropriately - compromising position 


vv 


"Damn it, why aren't you - oops--oh shit--" Too late, Maddy grabbed at the bottle of rubbing alcohol she'd 
accidently elbowed, trying in vain to keep it from sloshing all over her desk. She'd been trying to clean her 
mouse, which had started skipping again. "Yikes." 


"You okay, luv?" Jimmy was in the nearby supply room, still looking for the tree. It was a little later. Outside, 
the chilly, gray, drizzly morning was promising to turn into a cold, wet and thoroughly unpleasant afternoon. 


Fine, but don't worry if you smell something weird. | just spilled rubbing alcohol all over the place." She 
retrieved a wad of tissues to try to wipe up. "On the plus side, we now know everything's nice and clean" She 
mopped up part of the spill, then, after a moment's thought, wiped down the top of the mouse, the keyboard, 


her monitor screen and the telephone, reciever and all. It seemed a shame to waste it. 
"Ah-ha!" 
"You found the tree?" 


"Not quite." He came in carrying a box. "I did, however, find the decorations we took off of it" He set it down 
to rummage through it, then leapt back, dropping a string of lights. "Shit! Spiderinthebox!" He stomped on 


something several times. "So l'm assuming the tree has to be somewhere." 


"What did they always tell us about assuming? It makes an ass out of you and me?" Maddy went across the 


hall to check the fax machine. 


"True--" One thing Jimmy had learned from living la vida Led was never assume anything - along with its 
corollary: anything that could happen, conceivably or otherwise, most likely would. And that event would most 


likely be quite loud. 

"Uh, Jimmy? Who faxed their butt to Dumfermline?" 

"Luv?" He went to see what she was talking about. She handed him a confirmation sheet, which conveniently 
had the first page of the fax printed on it. He made a face. "And here | thought photocopying your arse was 


only an urban legend." 


"It's not. Take it from me. | worked with Ned Lockwood, remember?" She sorted through a few more faxes. 


"Great. Tell me this isn't what | think it is." 

Jimmy looked over her shoulder. "Whoever did that was probably using the enlarger, luv." 

"Aint science something?" She looked at him. "I would guess it's in reply to the other fax." 

"Most likely." He took the slightly fax-blurred rendition of someone's penis, frowning thoughtfully. "Hmm. We 


could staple this together with the other fax, then photocopy the rest of the required parts and make the 


world's first two-dimensional man." 


"Or not and just say we did" 


He laughed, then put his arms around her from behind, nuzzling into her hair. "Mmm. You smell like springtime 


in Wales. All rain and sunshine and flowers." With a little growl, he bit gently into the side of her neck. 
‘Jimmy---" She didn't try to pull away. 


"Hey, | have to, luv. We're standing under invisible mistletoe. You have to kiss someone if you're standing under 


invisible mistletoe." 

She looked up. "If it's invisible, how do you know it's there?" 

"Because | put it there." He turned her around and kissed her on the mouth. 
"You're bizzare." She kissed him again. 

es 


"That fucking tree has to fucking be around here somefuckingplace---" Bonzo glared around the secretarial 


bay in frustration. lt was an hour or so later. 


"Where did we get this color printer?" Maddy came back in, frowing at a sheaf of papers. "Jimi Hendrix's 


estate sale?" 
"What makes you say that?" Her own Jimmy, who'd been sitting on her desk with his Les Paul, looked around 
‘Its purple. Everything's freaking purple” She showed him the paper. 

"Are you sure it's not supposed to be like that?" 


She pointed at the computer, which showed a presentation featuring shades of red and green. He looked from it 
to the paper he held and back again. "Oh. Yeah. That's weird, isn't it?" 


"The only place we haven't looked is the ceiling--" Bonzo frowned in that direction 
"Hey Mad, we got the hangy thingys!" Robert came in carrying a large box. 


"Hangy thingys?" She looked bewildered. "What hangy thingys?" The phrase sounded considerably funnier with 


her southern accent. 


"These hangy thingys." He took a smaller box labeled "Wall-Mounted Document Organizer" out of the big box. 


‘Oh, yeah, the hanging wall thingys for the print room." Now she remembered. 
"Now all we need is a hammer--" Robert looked around. 
"lm all over it!" Bonzo lit up at the idea of making a lot of noise with tools. 


"Oh no you two don't. Those walls are just plasterboard. You'll hammer right through them." Maddy made a 
"time-out" gesture. "They're supposed to come with little sticky tabby thingys. Use those." 


Jimmy had gotten up to open one of the wall thingy boxes. "| don't think the sticky tabby thingys are going to 
hold these wally thingys up. | think we'll need nails.” 


"Do we have any naily thingys?" Robert started rummaging through drawers. 
"You're not using naily thingys. Use the tabby sticky thingys." Maddy closed the drawer he was looking through. 
"| thought you said they were sticky tabby thingys, not tabby sticky thingys’ 

"Thingys are thingys. Just don't use the naily thingys” 


Robert looked doubtfully at the sheet of sticky tabs. "I really don't think your sticky tabby wally sticky thingys 
are going to hold these hangy thingys up. | really think we need nails." 


"Well, if we--uh, Jimmy?" Maddy looked over her shoulder. "You okay?" The dark-haired guitarist had keeled 


over across her desk --- giggling was the only way she could describe it. 


"Fuck --- you guys----" It took him a moment. "You sound like a fucking Monty Python routine or something- 


"Well, we have Spam, Spam and eggs, Spam and bacon, Spam, eggs and bacon, Spam Spam and bacon, Spam, eggs 
and Spam, Spam, bacon, eggs, Spam and Spam---" Maddy was interrupted by Bonzo and Robert bursting into 
the Viking chorus: "Spam spam spam spam spam--" 

"As if | needed any proof that this place is not normal--" Jimmy tried to recover his composure. 

"I didn't even get to the barbecued Spam." Maddy leaned on the low wall around her desk, chin on hands. 
"Gross." Jimmy made a face. 

"No, my ex did that. Seriously. Darryl, not Brian. He used to barbecue Spam. He even had a special marinade for 


it” She met the incredulous gazes of three-quarters of Led Zeppelin "Guys! Do you think I'd make stuff like 
that up!?" 


"And people say l'm sick and perverted" Jimmy made a wry face. 


"Yeah, you just strip naked, cover yourself with whipped cream and tell Rick to go find your wife." Robert 
couldn't resist teasing the guitarist. 


"You're not supposed to know about that--" Jimmy put his hands over his face, trying, in vain, to salvage at 
least some of his dignity. 


"Nor do we want to." Bonzo headed for the other room, a box of hangy wall thingys in his hands. "Spam spam 
spam spam spam--" 


Maddy rolled her eyes. "What is it with you guys and that "| Can't Believe It's Not Food" stuff?" 

Its not that bad. I'm just not sure I'd barbecue it" Robert took the other two boxes of hangy thingys and 
started out. A moment later, he poked his head back in, unable to resist. "Anyway, what about you and the 
whipped cream?" 

Maddy wasn't fazed. "That's different. Unlike Spam, whipped cream has a myriad of uses around the home." 
"Maddy--" Jimmy blushed - actually blushed - about seventeen different shades of red. 

"Shit. | asked for that--" Robert decided to leave before he got himself in more trouble. 

we 

"Okay. Obviously it isn't in here--" Jimmy was standing in the middle of the supply room, looking around in 
bewildered dismay. It was a mess of boxes and miscellaneous office supplies, including a box that looked like it 
could have once held the copier outside. 

"Jimmy? You didn’t bring the tree home by any chance, did you?" Maddy was standing in the door. 

"| don't think so. Or did 1?" He looked at her in complete bewilderment. 

"| don't know. Did you?" 

"| was asking you." 

| thought | was asking you" 


"| asked you first.” 


"No, | asked you first” 


"| -- never mind" If they dug themselves any deeper into this verbal hole, they'd be smelling feet. "I'd say we 
should just get another one, but the damn things cost money. Especially this time of year." 


"We could get one day after in a boxing day sale, then put it up and say we're early for next year." 


"For the price of the damn things, we ought to leave ours up until July." Jimmy poked behind some boxes, 
frowning perplexedly. 


"Okay. What's another month, more or le--" She was interrupted by several heavy thuds against the nearest 
wall, followed by a loud crack and crash of falling plaster as it crumbled. She and Jimmy had to scramble to 
get out of the way. 

In the aftermath, Robert's golden head appeared in the opening. "Oops." 

Maddy shook her head. "You know, there are times when "I told you so" doesn't even begin to cover it” 


"I knew this was going to happen--" Jimmy threw his hands up in frustration 


"Yes, but did you expect it to be the Prince of Peace?" Robert looked through the hole and down at the 


carnage. 


"Percy, damn it, we are not in a fucking hotel--" Jimmy leaned against a stack of paper boxes, leaning his 


forehead on his hand and shaking his head. 


“Since we've got the fucker half down we might as well finish the job." That was Bonzo, purloined hammer in 


hand. "Open the place up some." 


Maddy and Jimmy looked at one another, then at the hole in the wall, then at each other again. He shrugged. 


"IFs not an entirely bad idea, luv." 
"Said the mechanic as he finished pumping the Hindenburg full of hydrogen" She looked dubious. 


"Well, it's either that or put a new one up, and taking it down will probably be cheaper." He looked thoughfully 
at the mess. 


Especially if you let me do it” Bonzo hefted the hammer 


"Led Wallet strikes again" Maddy sneezed a couple of times, then retreated into the hall away from the plaster 
dust. "Just do me a favor, okay? Don't get carried away and start throwing stuff out the windows." 


"Since when did we ever throw anything out a window?" Bonzo did a very bad job of looking innocent. 


"The same night you dared my cousin to go streaking through the streets of Tokyo." She looked back around 
the door. "You know, | wouldn't be surprised if they banned us from the entire freaking country.” 


"You should talk, lady. You're the one who went after me and Jonesy with the fire extinguisher that time." 


Bonzo couldn't keep from grinning. 


"Yeah, well, next time you decide to throw a bucket of cold water on Jimmy while he's sleeping, make sure l'm 


not in the same bed, okay?" 


"Actually, the next time you decide to throw a bucket of cold water on me while I'm sleeping, just don't, okay?" 


Jimmy sat down on the huge box and looked at the drummer. 
"Fine. We'll wait until you're awake." Bonzo gave him a big, evil grin 


“Although, in my defense, | didn't realize it was a foam extinguisher. | thought it was water." Maddy felt obliged 
to point out. 


"He was just lucky | didn't have a ----" The box Jimmy was sitting on abruptly caved in and he vanished in a 
flurry of packing peanuts with a startled yell. 


"Jimmy?" Maddy didn't want to start laughing until she knew he wasn't hurt, but Robert and Bonzo weren't 


waiting. 


"You know, | think | just found the tree---" Jimmy poked his head out of the box, his raven hair full of 
Styrofoam bits. He held up a faux evergreen branch. 


"Fucking A! Pagey actually got something right!" Bonzo almost dove into the box to retrieve his prize - the 
purloined Christmas tree. 


"Actually?" Jimmy glared at him, then threw a handful of peanuts in his direction. Maddy decided it was time 
to escape the chaos before things got out of control and hurried back to her desk on a pretense of answering 


the phone. 


